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RETROSPECT 

These  are  the  golden  days 

And  these  the  years 

We  sigh  relinq-j.ish5.ng. 

No  futile  tears 

Shall  mar  the  lovliness  of  memories 

Which  cluster  round  us  softly  -  these 

Shall  be  the  heritage  to  which  we  cling 

When  other  days  ard  other  friendships  bring 

Untemoered  and  undimmed  remembering. 


INNOVATIONS  IN  COMMENCEMENT 
PROGRAM 

The  class  of  1935  is  the  first 
regular  degree  class  to  leave 
Fitehburg  Teachers  College.  Their 
departure  will  be  marked  by  many 
changes  in  the  traditional  comnen- 
lent  program. 

The  customary  Cla::s  Day  will 
be  held  on  Saturday  but  on  Sun- 
day the  graduates  will  attend,  in 
plave  of  Sir.g  Out  which  in      ^r 
years  has  be-^n  a  feature  of  the 
day,  a  Bacca  laureate  sermon  by 
Rev.  Nathan  Gist,  in  the  College- 
auditorium, 


l.iiss  Perry 

Some  institutions  make  people; 
some  people  make  institutions, 
hiss  Perry  belongs  to  the  lat- 
ter class.   She  guided  this  in- 
stitution through  its  formative 
y  .rs  and  saw  it  reach  its  ma- 
turity of  a  college  of  high  sta- 
tus. '  She  has  shared  with  us  two 
things:  her  tal  ..  t  and  her  per- 
sonality .   Her  artistry  shows 

stery  of  technique  and  inter- 
pretation.  Her  knowledge  of  all 
forms  of  mr.oic  is  broad.   She 
has  freelv  rrive...  the  best  of  her 
talent,  not  only  to  the  adult 
student  body  but  more  especially 

th€  children  she  taught  and 
inspired. 


EDITORIAL 
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DO  FRESHMEN  NEED  PADDLING? 

The  reccommendations  presented 
by  the  Initiation  at  the  last  sess- 
ion of  the  M.S. A.  purported  to  be 
original,  but  they  smacked  of  the 
traditional  and  obnoxious  type  of 
initiation  which  we  want  to  avoid. 
Needless  to  say,  the  proposed  policy 
was  amateurish. 

We  believe  that  those  possessing 
sound  judgement  will  ignore  the 
recommendations  sponsored  by  our 
extremists  who  believe  that  hazing 
is  all  right  and  beneficial  to  all 
concerned.  We  do  not  believe  that 
initiation  as  proposed  by  this  group 
will  bring  out  the  most  desirable 
traits  in  the  incoming  freshmen. 
On  the  contrary,  the  person  who 
passively  submits  to  dictation  from 
his  upper  classmen,  no  matter  how 
abusive  the  punishment  may  be,  eit- 
her physically  or  mentally,  is  at 
best  a  moral  coward.  We  hope  that 
cur  adversaries  in  this  matter 
do  not  contend  that  the  fellow 

3  always  takes  it  on  the  chin  is 
the  one  of  most  worth.  Don't  listen 
to  such  false  logic.  Such  initiation 
serves  merely  to  remind  us  that 
s./me  have  not  advanced  far  from  the 
animal  stage. 

sponsor  the  policy  of  fair 
play  to  all  concerned.  We  recog- 
nise the  fact  that  bloody  noses, 
bruised  shins,  broken  teeth,  sprain- 
ed ankles,  never  strengthened  the 
moral  fibre  of  any  man,  Yet  such 
injustices  might  o  cur  if  the  up- 
holders of  the  harsh  treatment  of 
frosh  have  their  way.  We  all  should 
realize  that  freshmen  are  newcomers, 
hey  °-re  not  intent  on  running  the 
■ice  as  some  would  have  us  believe. 
Initiation  does  not,  incidentally, 
seem  to  have  produced  the  wonders 
attributed  to  it  by  some  of  its  ad- 
vocates . 

This  would  be  our  program: 

1.  Continuation  of  the  minstrel 
low,  with  enough  time  given  to  the 
';•  shmen  to  plan  a  good  one. 


2.  Identification  of  freshmen 
by  caps  and  ties  to  be  worn  a 
month. 

3.  Athletic  competetition 
conducted  above  board  between  the 
sophomores  and  freshmen. 

4.  If  possible  an  overnight 
hike  consisting  of  all  of  the 
freshmen  and  most  of  the  upp^r- 
classmen. 


ATONEMENT 

Dark  thoughts  assail  me 
And  a  chill  of  horror 
Grips  me; 
What  hope  for  me  to  do 

great  things 
Endowed  so  pitifully  with 
Nature' s  gifts? 

With  soul  thus  shaded, 

I  watch 
The  more  gifted  yield  to 
Destiny's  hateful  call; 
What  do  they  lack?  How  fail? 
For  all  their  talents,  they 

fall  victims 
To  blind   ate. 

A  wave  of  glory  rolls  over  me, 
Inert  faith  awakes,  lost  hope 
Brightly  flares; 
If  I  follow  forever  Truth' s 

splendid  light, 
Perhaps  He  will  grant  me 

possession  of 
Life's  golden  Key. 

....Lawrence  Puttric 


Inevitable 

Ashes  to  ashes,  and  dust  to  dust, 
If  the  Measles  don't  get  you 
The  Deisels  must  I 

-from  the  girls 
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CONTRAST 


Windswept, 

Barren, 

Desolate, 

The  cliffs  stand  barely  altered 

By  seasons,  storm,  and  time. 

This  is  lifeless  stuff. 

Beaten, 

Downcast, 

Solitary, 

The  figure  droops  with  sorrow  -- 

Chattered  by  a  single  blow. 

Now,  a  life  --  unlived,  hopeless  - 

But  to  waste: 

And  yet,  a  fight 

For  the  horror  of  sheltered,  hidd< 

grief. 

This  is  human  stuff. 

An  on   '55 


TEACHERS  STAGE  FLAY 

Tuesday  morning,  June  4,  the 
student  body  was  treated  to  the 
]  premiere  of  The  Florist  Shop,  a 

one-act  pi ay  by  Winif r ed  Hawk ridge, 
--nactrd  by  five  members  of  the 
College  and  training  school  staffs, 
and  directed  by  Miss  Nixcn.   Even 
not  considering  the  fact  that 
three  members  of  the  cast  had  nev- 
er  before  taken  part  in  any  fc 
of  dramatics,  it  can  be  said  sin- 
cerely that  the  acting  was  of  the 
finest. 

Miss  Mahoney  as  Maud,  the 
natch-making  clerk,  who  was  former 
romancing  over  the  order  book,  did 
well  In  keeping  the  form  of  speech 

ich  it  was  necessary  for  her  to 
affect  from  becoming  evsn  for  a 
moment  monotonous.   Ard  for  chat 
reason,  he;  '  s  was  possibly  the 
most  difficult  part  in  the  play, 
Mr.  Clark  as  Henry,  the  tough 
office-boy.  was  extremely  sr, ,    and 
uch  to  the  amusement  and  admira- 
tion of  the  appreciative  audie^c^. 

As   Slovsky,  pro*  .  '  hop  of  the 
r'lorist  shop,  Mr.  liapgeca  gave  a 
artlingly  clever  portrayal  of 
Jewish  business  man  with  gesti- 


culations, "v's"  for  "w's" 


ind 


everything.   The  scene  where  he 
"blew  up"  and  fired  his  love-lov- 
ing clerk  was  a  "howl"  in  every 
sense  of  the  wcrd. 

When  a  comfort able -looking  psy- 
chology professor  appears  on  the 
stage  in  a  Fanntleroy  tie,  a  con- 
servatively dark  suit,  horn-rimmed 
glasses,  bowler  hat,  and  carrying 
an  umbrella,  the  effect  is  likely 
to  be  uproarious.   It  was,   Dr, 
Percival  as  the  mile. -mannered,  not- 
toc-hasty  Mr.  Jackson,  convulsed 
the  house  by  his  mere  appearance, 
and  when  he  brandished  his  umbrella 
and  wildly  threatened  to  show  som<  - 
body  "what's  what",  it  was  almost 
too  much.   He  deserves  recognition 
as  a  comedian  of  the  first  water. 

It  has  been  bv  no  me°ns  our  in- 
tention  of  leaving  mention  of  Miss 
Bruce  until  the  last.   As  the  out- 
wardly lu.-tre-less  Miss  Wells,  it 
was  she  who  won  the  sympathy  of  the 
audience  -  and  kept  it  longer  than 
any  other,   We  despaired  with  her 
over  her  prolix  engagement.   We 
marvelled  at  her  patience,   We 
laughed  at  her  faith  in  men  and  in- 
curable romanticism.   We  admired  , 
her  revelation  of  a  sweet  and  sim- 
ple nature.   What  more  can  on^  de- 
mand of  any  actress? 

We  are  certain  that  when  Miss 
Nixon  takes,  this  group,  wherein 
her  genius  for  direction  and 
choosing  of  casts  was  never  more 
clearly  demonstrated,  to  Bridge- 
water,  next  fall,  the  echoes  of 
the  applause  they  will  receive  will 
be  easily  audible  in  Fitchburg. 
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FAREWELL?  -  NO!  AU  R.EVOIR 

Once  I  watched  a  brook  cone 
jumbling  down  a  hillside  and  pass 
on  through  a  grassy  meadow  to  the 
sea.  A  little  later  I  watched  it 
again  and  it  was  still  attempting 
wildly  to  lose  itself  in  the  obli- 
vion of  the  ocean.  It  reminded  me 
of  the  year  by  year  coming  and 
going  of  classes.  The  school  is 
the  hillside  and  meadow,  the  clash- 
es the  brook.  But,  why  should  the 

class  of  1935  say  good-bye,  never 
to  return?  The  answer  comes,-  "It 
won't".  And  this  is  as  it  should 
for  the  friendships  made  during 
four  years  at  F.T.C.  should  be 
of  life- long  continuity.  We,  the 
undergraduates,  salute  you 

,!Thirty-f  ive* ,  and  we  wish  you 
success  in  every  effort.  We  repeat, 
Au  Revoir,  but  not  farewell I    - 


THE  LUCKY  ONES 


Marvis  Thompson 
Grace  Calllnan  - 
Robert  Hamilton 
Barbara  Barrett 
Willard  Davis,  - 


-  Farley 
West  Acton 

-  Quincy 

-  Winchendon 
Thomp  s  onv  i 1 1 e ,  C t 


Congratulations  to  our  faculty 

members  with  Masters  Degrees  nev 
conferred:  Mr.  Healy  and  Mrs.  Sim- 
mons . 

Kenneth  Murdock' s  guppy  fish 
have  been  blessed-eventing.  Mrs. 
Sam  Guppy  gave  birth  to  quintupl 
Mother  and  baboo  arc  doing  niccl- 
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